"MARSE HENRY"

six to sixteen. Finally, a Board of Aldermen and
a Common Council.

"Is that all?" says his Royal Highness. They
said it was. "Then," says he, "take it, mes enfants,
and bless you!"

So, all went well again. The toy sovereignty
began to rattle around in its own conceit, the "peo-
ple" regarded" themselves, and wished to be re-
garded, as a chartered Democracy. The little gim-
crack economic system experienced the joys of re-
form. A "New Nationalism" was established in
the brewery down by the railway station and a reci-
procity treaty was negotiated between the Casino
and Vanity Fair, witnessing the introduction of
two roulette tables and an extra brazier for cigar
stumps.

But the Prince of Monaco stood on one point.
He would have no Committee on Credentials.
He told me once that he had heard of Tom Reed
and Champ Clark and Uncle Joe Cannon, but that
he preferred Uncle Joe. He would, and he did,
name Ms own committees both in the Board of Al-
dermen and the Common Council. Thus, for the
time being, "insurgency" was quelled. And once
more serenely sat the Castle on the hill hard by the
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